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as the brother wished, on the holier ground of Arafat),
declaring that an additional burden would break the back
of his stoutest donkey. On this the brother burst into a
storm of grief, and my heart so ached for him in his dis-
appointment that I volunteered to bear the body beside me
on my mule. A straggler, overhearing this offer, cried out
in broken Arabic: " If you do not lend me your assistance,
I too shall assuredly fall down and die." Seeing that the
poor wretch was indeed worn out with sickness and fatigue,
I made a virtue of necessity and dismounted, telling him
that the price of his taking my place was that he should take
care of the corpse. His readiness to comply with this
condition, which would carry with it the necessity of
religious purification, proved him to be no malingerer, and
a second glance at him was enough to assure me that he
had not many more hours to live.

All being ready, I laid hold of the mule by the bridle,
and led the dying and the dead to the front of the caravan.
To my surprise, I saw that the torch-bearer, in his anxiety
to make the best use of his remaining strength, was some
distance away, and so determined was I to keep in touch
with him, and, if necessary, force him to accept my help,
that I broke into a run, as fast as I could lay my tender
bare feet to the ground. When I came up to him it was
to hear a volley of musketry which seemed to proceed from
a distance of not more than two hundred yards ahead of
us; and, not long after, there came, from the rear, the ever-
nearing tramp of a troop of horsemen riding at full speed.

The terror of the Malays, wholly undisguised, drove
them into one another's arms. Not knowing which way to
turn, they all huddled together like a flock of sheep, while
the torch-bearer, whose one idea was proof against any
danger that might beset him, broke silence for the first time,
and derided them unmercifully because of their cowardice.